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ACTONE 


[Enter a Puppeteer with several puppets] 
PUPPETEER: Foreign puppets, these 

Real English puppets 

Come O Come 

Weep O you who want to weep 

Laugh O you who want to laugh! 

[Sees certain people approaching} 

Ah, here come three... 

From distant lands? 

Come 

Who are these? 

Travellers? 

Traders? 

Wise men? 

[Enter Three Men] 

Come 

See 

See the puppet show. 
FIRST MAN: We’ re going to the Changanacherry fair. Must reach there soon. We' ve no time 
to listen to stories or take rest. 
PUPPETEER: A special story for those going to Changanacherry. A story that every traveller 
bound for Changanacherry should know. A story about the perils of travelling alone or in 
groups. 
SECOND MAN: All right. Let’s hear it, 
THIRD MAN: But be brief. [To the other two] Let's rest a while, eh? [They relax.] 
PUPPETEER [To a puppet he isolates from the rest}: 

You — with eyes of fire 

Ha — the devil hooey! 

You — the child of darkness 

Ha the devil hooey — ! 
THREE MEN: What? The devil? [They express displeasure.] 
PUPPET: Yeah, the devil me... 
PUPPETEER: Ha— the devil — hooey — 
PUPPET: Ah! What, man? [Slaps the Puppeteer on his face.] ; : 
PUPPETEER: Ho ho ho .. . Quiet, man! . .. See who’s coming — along the village pat 
alone at night? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Who's it, man? Who? 
PUPPETEER: The old vicar. Remember that old story? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Yeah, indeed, indeed! 
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PUPPETEER: Ah — 

Begin the story, you false puppet 

Begin the show, you puppet devil — 

[Enter the old vicar] 
THREE MEN: Who’s this, man? 
PUPPETEER: An old puppet, this 

All his strings about to break 

All his clothes hanging loose. 
PUPPET DEVIL: Why’s he coming this way? 
PUPPETEER: Isn’t it God who brings him here? See how he comes hanging by God’s strings? 
THREE MEN: Where’s he going, man? 
PUPPETEER: Where but the church — 
THREE MEN: Oh-o! 
PUPPETEER: He’s coming to take charge of the church here. [The Puppet Devil produces a 
wicked sound.) Hey, quiet! What d’you want to do? 
PUPPET DEVIL: I wantto kill him. 
PUPPETEER: And then what d’ you want to do? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Then I want to take off his cassock. 
PUPPETEER: What d’you want to do with the cassock? 
PUPPET DEVIL: I want to put it on my body. 
PUPPETEER: What d’you want to do with that on your body? 
PUPPET DEVIL: I want to go to the church. 
PUPPETEER: What d’ you want to do at the church? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Me telling that at the church! 
PUPPETEER: What? 
PUPPET DEVIL: You— 
PUPPETEER: Eh? 
PUPPET DEVIL: I said me telling that at the church! 
PUPPETEER: Oh! If that be so 

Begin the story, you false puppet 

Begin the show, you puppet devil! 
PUPPET DEVIL [To the vicar}; Father .. . 
VICAR: Who is it there? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Me. 
VICAR: Me? Who’s me? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Me —the devil, 
{The vicar waves the cross about.] 
PUPPET DEVIL: Father... 
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VICAR: Ugh... yes? 
PUPPET DEVIL: Father, where are you going? 
VICAR: I’ ve been transferred to the church here. 
PUPPET DEVIL: Really? 
VICAR: Why not? [Waves the cross] 
PUPPET DEVIL: Father 
VICAR: Ugh... yes? 
PUPPET DEVIL: You’re tired. 
VICAR: Ah, yes. I’m tired. 
PUPPET DEVIL: There, that tree is full of oranges. Why don’t you put down your bundle and 
eat an orange? 
VICAR: True, this tree is full of oranges. Let me put down this bundle and eat an orange. 
[The vicar puts down the bundle and the cross, and plucks a fruit. While he eats the fruit the 
Puppet Devil kills him and puts on the priest's cassock. The Puppet Devil transforms 
himself into the New Priest. Now the scene is a church. The New Priest takes a look at the 
church, Enters an Angel.] 
ANGEL [To the New Priest}: A church, this. For the believer, a home for healing and solace. 
A temple where the Holy Son is glorified. Here the bell tolls to mark the confession of those 
who give Him pain through their sins. O Devil, King of Darkness, a chusch, this! 
[The New Priest lights a fire around himself. The Angel flees. Enters the Second Angel.| 
SECOND ANGEL: One who walks about to lift up the man that trips and falls, and to remind 
the other of the home of his soul that he forgets. O Devil, you have fallen from the lap of the 
Holy Father into the hell that spits fire and poison. Get you back there! 
(The Devil unlooses serpents. The Second Angel flees.J 
ANGELS [Singing]: 
God the Father Loves man, 
Created man from his own image 
And created woman for him. 
Flowers fruits streams 
Cherry orchards and vineyards 
And date palms all around 
Make merry. 
Stags a-bounding 
Breeze a-flirting 
And the Messiah gave 
Unto him and her 
Holy Paradise. 
NEW PRIEST: He does not deserve it. 
Companions of old, 
You who bathed with me 
In the holy river, 
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Man does not deserve it. 


ANGELS: Wherefore did you make him eat the forbidden fruit? 
NEW PRIEST: The forbidden fruit was right there. 


ANGELS: 


ANGELS: 


And he and she did covet it 

Why did God plant beside them 

The Tree of Knowledge? 

Why did He endear her to him? 

Why did He create her 

To be his spouse and vessel? 

Why for her the voice of wild brook 

And cheeks like apples? 

Why the fire in her loins? 

And didn’t He plant within him and her 

A serpent too? 
You — you are that serpent. 
The one who pushed them down the abyss of death. 
The one who like the summer dried up compassion 
[The New Priest laughs.] 


No, we shall not let you go, - 


Oevil soul, 

Shall never let you off, 
We the children of God, 
The Messengers of Light. 


NEW PRIEST: The earth's impurities, here, for you . . . 


For you, the black serpent 

For you, here, the fire 

For you, the ashes of the dead 

Whiplashes 

Of profane incantations. 

[Exit Angels. The church bells toll. The New Priest is disconcerted. Then, on 
seeing someone approachmg, feels happy.) 


NEW PRIEST: Come, come Andippilla 


It’s quite a while 

Since 

I began waiting for you. 
[Enter Andippilla.] 


ANDIPPILLA: Ohmy! 


What's this? 

Who could it be 

Calling out my name? 

Unfamiliar voice, but 

Have I heard it before? 
. 


NEW PRIEST: 


ANDIPPILLA: 


NEW PRIEST: 
ANDIPPILLA. 
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[Now bowing to the audience] 
One that’s prayed on his knees 
For forty long years 

Now in true faith 

Looking heavenward— 
Starving— 

All my ten kids starving— 

At the knock of prayer 

On our shrunken bellies. 

Oh, my! What’s this? 

Come, come Andippilla 

It’s quite a while 

Since 

I began waiting for you. 
[Andippilla sees the New Priest. Kneels} 
Glory be to the new Father 
Tied to the soul, 

Carry me to the kingdom of God. 
[Now suprised, as he observes the New Priest better] 
New Father, how did you know 
Andi’s name? 

Must be God’s will. 

God’s will? 


NEW PRIEST: Hey, fellow, is everyone in the parish pure of heart? 


ANDIPPILLA: 


ANDIPPILLA 


NEW PRIEST: 


: Yes, Father, really pure of heart, 


But when the stomach’s on fire 
They'll filch and they'll steal 

And do all that’s unspeakable 

And speak all that shouldn’t be done 
And think 

All that shouldn’t be said or done. 
Why tell it all at the church? 

But now that you asked— 


NEW PRIEST: Andippilla, my son, don’t you know 


How He tumed water into wine? 


: Father, hearing it all, 


One’s mouth tums watery — what else? 
Can such things happen today? 

Ah-a! 

Then, take, 

Take this, 
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A mere vessel, this. 
[A vessel materializes in the New Priest's hands.) 
I shall give you wine. 
[The New Priest gives Andippilla a vessel full of wine.] 
Drink, drink, Andippilla! 
ANDIPPILLA: Oh, my! What’s this? 
Drink J’tl, Father. 
If | wait, 
What if God’s will is changed? 
What if the wine turns to water again? 
[He drinks.] 
My Lord! Here’s wine! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes, Andippilla, verily the angels’ honey. 
: [Andippilla drinks.] 
ANDIPPILLA: Father... 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
ANDIPPILLA: The path to Paradise is harsh and thorny. 
NEW PRIEST: Drink, drink, Andippilla, 
ANDIPPILLA: Even if the camel could go through the eye of a needle . . . 
NEW PRIEST: Drink, drink, man. 
ANDIPPILLA: Father... 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
ANDIPPILLA: The Kingdom of Heaven is coming near. 
NEW PRIEST: H’m. It'll come indeed. 
Drink, drink, Andippilla. 
[Andippiila continues to drink.} 
Happy are those who starve 
For God the Father loves them. 
Poor man, brew liquor and drink 
Poor man, brew, brew liquor 
And give it to your brethren too. 
Let all of them see the Kingdom of Heaven. 
ANDIPPILLA: But, will God give me the vessel and the bark for brewing liquor? 
NEW PRIEST: God’s representative will give them unto you. 
[Gives them] 
You and your spouse— 
Is she a true believer? 
ANDIPPILLA: Yes, Father. Indeed, after every childbirth her faith keepsincreasing. 
NEW PRIEST: Then let her join you in brewing liquor. Brewing and brewing the buming 
liquor of the angels, you may sell it to your brothers and sisters. The fiery arrack of God's 
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angels — 
{To himself} 
A hint’s enough— 
And this fellow 
Will gain his true colour. 
[To Andippilla, aloud | 
But there’s one thing. 
This is a secret. 
Heaven’s secret. Do you know? 
ANDIPPILLA: Secret I know... 
NEW PRIEST: O Lord, thou art holy! 
[Aside] O Devil, thou art holy, 
May thy will prevail! 
[Andippilla repeats the prayer. Enter Tevan and his wife, Tevi.] 
TEVAN: You tell. 
TEVI: Me shy. You tell. 
TEVAN: Me too shy. You tell. 
TEVI:H'm. 
TEVAN: H’m? 
TEVI: What to tell? 
TEVAN [Touching Tevi's belly]: Our litt!’ un — 
TEVI: No pressing — won’ t he feel pain? 
TEVAN: For him the height of the palmyra tree and the blackwood's — 
TEVI: Strength — and the colour of honey... 
TEVAN: H’m—say give’em. 
TEVI: He must be able to enter our house in one big leap. ; 
TEVAN: If an elephant comes, he must be able to stay at home and kick it away. 
TEVE: H’m.... your wish. 
TEVAN: Birds should make him sing, 
And in the wind smell distances. 
TEVE Me — saw a dream 
Of him carrying us 
Us on his shoulder 
As we grow old . 
And climbing, climbing the mountain . . . 
TEVAN: Should tickling from wild flowers 
And obstinacy from tigers. 
TEVE: If the wild fire comes, he should swim 
Across the river and Jay us on the grass. 
TEVAN: Sucking your milk-bowls 
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He’ll get love... 
TEVL Seeing the speed of your running and the aim of your arrow, he should know and 
understand the forest. 
{Enter the New Priest) 
NEW PRIEST: Who are you? 
TEVAN: Come to see the new Father—our littl’un. . . ; 
NEW PRIEST: You are the children of God. Your names are written in the Book of Life. 
(The New Priest produces a basket from nowhere.] 
You are promised the Kingdom of Heaven. ; 
[Tevan tries the basket on his head. Tevi too tries it on. Joy. The New Priest 
now produces a sari. Tevan tries it on Tevi. The two dance together.) 
TEVAN: Lé lé 1é come O bear 
Lé1é lé come to the hollow! ; 
NEW PRIEST: Plucking wild fruits and putting them in the basket, and wearing the new sari, 
you should move to the town. 
TEVAN and TEVI: And then, Father? And then? 
NEWPREST: The lords of the town 
Will buy your fruits 
The lords of the town 
Will give you silver and gold. 
{To himself] 
They will buy her fruits. 
As she goes to town 
With the fruits of sin, 
O you who tend the forests, 
You who lie as stones 
Amid the twelve trees, 
You shall be shocked, 
The twelve trees shall be shocked, 
The twelve mountains shall be shocked, 
The twelve protectors 
Of the mountains shall be shocked, 
The stream that comes from the kingdom 
Above them shall be shocked to drought, 
And seven Messengers, pouring 
A seven-coloured liquid 
From seven pitchers, 
Shall burn, burn up the forests. 
[Tevan and Tevi forget themselves in dance.} 
ANDIPPILLA: Father... 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
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ANDIPPILLA: Father, I want to pray. But—my head doesn’t stand straight. 
NEW PRIEST: Don’t worry, Andippilla. I shall confess for you. 
ANDIPPILLA: That won’t do, father. I must pray myself. 
TEVAN and TEVI: We too want to pray. Father, 
We too want to pray. 
[Enter Three Men.] 
THREE MEN: We too want to pray. Father, 
We too want to pray. 
NEW PRIEST: Who are you, my sons? 
THREE MEN: Travellers we are, and we must 
Go up to Changanacherry too. 
Meanwhile chose to pray a bit. 
But, Father, what smells so sour here? 


ANDIPPILLA: The heavenly angels’— 
[The Devil stops him with a look.} 


NEW PRIEST: Therefore let us pray. 
[They pray. Enter the Chieftain. Seeing him, Tevan and Tevi flee.) 


CHIEFTAIN [To the Three Men]: Where’re you from? 
THREE MEN: We’ re travellers. 


CHIEFTAIN: Go! 
[Exit the Three Men. Andippilla has not so far seen the C. hieftain. Now the 


Chieftain gives him a kick. Andippilla flees.) 
[To the New Priest): 
Who the hell are you? 
Entering the forest 
Paying no respect 
To the Chieftain? 
NEW PRIEST [Aside]: 
Our lord the Chieftain, this. 
He and his class 
Nearly extinct. 
[To the Chieftain] 
Your slave, O lord, 
Was about to bring you offerings, 
My lord the Chieftain— 
CHIEFTAIN: Oh! 
Let’s see 
The offerings 
You kept for me! 
[The New Priest produces many things from nowhere.) 
NEW PRIEST: Here, a mirror. Do you see your face in this, O lord? 
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[The Chieftain looks into the mirror.] 
Here, Feringhee silk— 
My lord can use it 
As a Joincloth 
Oras a waistbelt at kalari. 
[The Chieftain tries it on.) 
And this a Chinese casket 
Init— 
Keep tender betel leaves 
Keep tobacco leaves 
Arecanut and lime. 
[The Chieftain examines it.] 
When the next European ship arrives 
I'lthave a big bundle for you, my lord. 
And in it — . 
Smooth shining clothe: 
Smooth shining powders 
Smooth shining powders . . . 
CHIEFTAIN [Beaming]: 
I’ msatisfied. 
What do you need? 
If you need pepper or honey 
Or timber from the mountains 
Take it. 
NEW PRIEST: Oh! 
[Exit Chieftain} 
1 shall conquer the hills that I see here 
Extract and sell the fragrance of the wind here 
Fill with poison the shades and bowers here 
I shall sow fire in the blue woods here. 
VOICE [Of]: In their greed these false teachers will make a profit out of telling you cooked-up 
stories. 
NEW PRIEST: For you the towers are built and they rise 
For you the clothes are woven thin and nice 
Make merry, little lambs, and rejoice! : 
VOICE [Off]: With their shameless carousing they are like dirty spots in your fellowship 
meals. They want to look at nothing but immoral women; their appetite for sin is never 
satiated. They lead weak people into a trap. Their hearts are trained to be greedy. They are 
under God’s curse! 
NEW PRIEST [To himself]: You shall lose mercy and peace. 
VOICE [Off]: Your enemy. the Devil, roams like a roaring lion, looking for someone to devour. 
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NEW PRIEST: He is the giver of joy 

And He the brave of heart 

Him the maidens await 

In their bridal chambers. 

[Enter Varkey] 
VARKEY: Father... Father... 
NEW PRIEST: Yes, son? 
VARKEY: Father, did not their sins give Him pain? 
NEW PRIEST: That is right, Varkey, my son. Amen! 
VARKEY: All men commit sins now and ever, don’t they? 
NEW PRIEST: That is right, Varkey, my son. 
VARKEY: Therefore do I 

Feel the pressure too. 
I want to confess. 

NEW PRIEST: Brothers, haven’t you heard that you shall not spite each other? Doesn't the 
Holy Book ask you, who do you think you are to judge your fellowmen? Don't worry if you 
have sinned. O you sinners, wash your hands clean, O you who are in two minds, purify your 
hearts, and go to sleep in peace! 
VOICE [Off: Elijah was the same kind of person as we are. He prayed earnestly that there 
should be no rain, and no rain fell on the land for three and a half years. Once again he 


prayed, and the sky poured out its rain and the earth produced its crops. 

NEW PRIEST: If it so happens that you cannot confess and pray after a hard day's labour, 
you need not do so. 

[The light fades.] 
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ACT TWO 


[Mariamma's house. She sits alone. Enter the Three Men who stand in front of the house.) 
FIRST MAN: Travellers we are 
Seeking shelter for the night we are 
Open the door—will you? 
Pretty one. 
SECOND MAN: A cute little bottle of kumkum 
Collyrium, vermilion, and 
Pretty powders to redden your lips 
And rouge for your checks we'll give— 
Take us to bed 
In pleasure. 
THIRD MAN: Open the door, girl— 
FIRST MAN: Bored of being alone? 
Starved and exhausted? 
Deserted by your man— 
Pretty one? 
Open up. 
[Knocks. Mariamma opens the door. The Three Men enter the house.) 
MARIAMMA: Where are all the three from? 
FIRST MAN: We're back after selling bananas at the Karippattur fair. 
SECOND MAN: Have a little money on us. Can we then safely go about at night? 
THIRD MAN: Besides, when a pretty one like you stays alone here— 
Is it right, 
You tell us, pretty, 
Is it right 
To leave you here alone? 
MARIAMMA: Who told you to come here and call me up? 
ALL THREE: It’s Andippilla the arrack dealer who brought us here. Isn’t he the local VIP! 
MARIAMMA: Ah-a! Isn’t it something? It’s for this that Andippilla’s been hanging around 
here! Well! [To the Three] Ah! Come, rest your feet. 
FIRST MAN: No time to sit and relax, No time to rise and shine. And no time to sit and talk. 
MARIAMMA: Well, how now? 
Aren’t you tired? 
Anything to drink—? 
[The Three agree. Mariamma goes in.} 
FIRST MAN: What could be her name? 
SECOND MAN: Ah...! 
THIRD MAN: What's in a name? 
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FIRST MAN: Nothing in a name, man, it’s the game that matters. 
SECOND MAN: She’s gone—hasn’t she?—1o get something for us to drink. 
THIRD MAN: She got a liking for us. 
FIRST MAN: What] like is her... her humility. That's what's called culture, culture. That is, 
here she’s about to do something without bothering about the result. 
SECOND MAN: Enough, enough of your philosophical speech! Once—do you know, man?— 
this fellow, while making love, uttered a sloka. And you know what happened? The girl 
began to chant namasivaya! 
(Laughter. Enter Mariamma.} 
THIRD MAN {To the others, whispering}: Don’t let go of your purse! Take care! 
[Mariamma, coquettish, sprinkles some liquid out of a rose-water bottle on the three of 
them.] 
MARIAMMA: This is a ritual here—rose-water bath. 
[They enjoy the bath.] 
Where did you say you’re from? 
FIRSTMAN: On the Kayamkulam plateau that you see as you go beyond the mountain and 
the woods — 
[Itching] 
SECONDMAN: As you go beyond the mountain over there — 
[Itching] 
THIRD MAN: Beyond the sea — 
[Itching] 
FIRST MAN: There’s a village with only bungalows— 
[Itching more} 
SECOND MAN: Walls plastered with European marble — 
[Utching more] 
FIRST MAN: Shit, it’s itching! 
SECOND MAN: We shall take you there. 
FIRSTMAN: And there you can sparkle! 
[Itching] 
THIRD MAN: We shall take care of you. 
[Utching] 
FIRST MAN: This bloody itch! O-Oh! 
THIRD MAN: If we could have a bath—O-Oh! 
[They scream and jump about] ital 
: —the itching’s just begun: . : 
MARIAMMA: oe es Sarmid ie hey run away. For a while Mariamma sits alone.] 
How long have I been sitting alone 
How long have I been waiting 
All that has bloomed is about to fall 
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Won't you come, my beloved? 
[Enter the Bird] 
Like a stroke of lightning 
Alighting on earth 
Like the nectar of my eye 
You have come, my birdie. 
You the god of the woods within me, 
Did you see the comrade of my dreams? 
BIRD: Aren't] the bird in you? 
Feather for your dreams 
And wings of evening hue 
For your desires to fly and soar— 
Aren’t I the bird in you? 
MARIAMMA: How long have I been sitting alone, 
How long have 1 been waiting! 
BIRD. Wait till another winter, Mariamma. 
If winter comes 
Can spring be far behind? 
MARIAMMA : Neither bluff 
Nor banter, my birdie. 
‘Teli me truly, 
Did you see my dearie? 
BIRD: Atop the seventh hill yesterday 
Stood a blue-coloured cloud 
And atop the cloud stood I 
Floating, floating on the cloud 
Nor did I see a thing 
Nor did I hear a thing. 
MARIAMMA: My body is cramped in the cold of winter. 
With an abundance of black clouds 
Go again, my birdie. 
BIRD: Atop the forest shall I go 
Riding the rain-cloud!.. 
{Exit the Bird) 
MARIAMMA: How long have I been sitting alone 
How long have I been waiting! 
[Enter the Puppet Devil. He looks at Mariamma.] 
Spreads a sudden darkness here? 
Spreads a sudden heat? 
Ina moment, in my body— 
Is it a rustling? 
Oratickling? 
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Fatigue? Hunger? Care? 

Anxiety? 

Who's behind me— 

With tentacles? 

Who’s beside me? 

Help me, O Mariamma! 

Help me, O Mother Goddess! 
PUPPET DEVIL: Mariamma won't help you. 

Let’s see your nobility. 

MARIAMMA: Who’s it? Who? 
[The Puppet Devil transforms himself into the New Priest.J 
NEW PRIEST [Aside]: I came hoping to see her take off her clothes to get the travellers’ 
purse. But she gave them itch-water. If every woman tums out to be so, how can I run this 
parish? [To Mariamna, aloud] Daughter! [Mariamma keeps quiet.) Mariamma, my daughter! 
MARIAMMA: Yes, Father? 
NEW PRIEST: Who are you waiting for? 

(Mariamma remains silent.) 

Mariamma, my daughter! 
MARIAMMA: Yes, Father? 
NEW PRIEST: The one you’ re waiting for has forgotten you. 
MARIAMMA: No, I don’t believe it. I remember those nights—nights when time stood with 
bated breath. You may go, Father. 
NEW PRIEST: Glory be to the Son of God! [/n a secret whisper} And to the Devil! [Aloud] 
Daughter! I’m here to save your soul. Don’t you believe it? 
MARIAMMA: I won't take it from anyone. You may go, Father. 
NEW PRIEST: The flesh is tasty. The flesh you saw first was his. The taste of memory for the 
first flesh. But, daughter, any flesh would taste as good. The sin you committed— 
MARIAMMA: Go, Father. 
NEW PRIEST: Daughter, didn’t you eat your food today? 
MARIAMMA: For me the bird— 
NEW PRIEST: Bird? 
MARIAMMA: My bird will bring me fruits. 
NEW PRIEST: Why isn’t there fire in your hearth? 
MARIAMMA: Neither salt nor chilli here. Nor rice. 
NEW PRIEST: Nor tea-dust? Nor sugar? 
MARIAMMA.: Tea-dust? 
NEW PRIEST: Yes, tea. These days the townsfolk 
on all the mountains, isn’t it? Haven’t you seen the 
path? Handsome! Rich! One day he looked at you and waved— 


drink tea, don’t they? And tea is planted 
White Tea-Sahib who goes along this 
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MARIAMMA: Father, you may go. 
NEW PRIEST: If you go on like this, you'll die. Don’t you want to live, daughter? This 
beautiful body was gifted to you by God. Don’t you want to sway in the breeze like the silver 
birch? Don’t you want to grow and twine around and spread over the trees like wild creepers? 
Don’t you want to gambol and frolic with the male like tigers? 
MARIAMMA: Father, you may go. 
My father died as the mountain broke 
My mother died as her heart broke 
The gentry shut their eyes and left 
The gentry shut their noses and left 
Our little hut did cave in 
And all the pillars gave in 
And all the wicks did go off. 
[Enter the Bird] 
BIRD: I went atop the mountain 
Where bloomed the fig trees 
And there did I pluck for you 
These little fruits, 
NEW PRIEST: Don’t depend on wild fruits— 
What if they’re bitten by some serpent? 
BIRD: I know the smell of serpent 
Of man and of forest 
Father sire 
Sweet fruits are the mountain’s dreams 
I shall give her only pure sweet fruits. 
NEW PRIEST: Daughter, don’t eat those fruits 
I shall give you honey-sweet fruits. 
BIRD: Don’t be cross, Father, 
If I say this: 
Why don’t you smell like a man? 
NEW PRIEST: How dare you? 

Go! 

Cuss-bird wreck-bird 

Ghost-bird go! 

[Exit the Bird) 

Daughter! Here, the fruits, 

[He produces fruits out of nowhere and gives them to Mariamma.} 
MARIAMMA [Eating]: Oh, how sweet! [Remembering] But, Father, my birdie— 
NEWPRIEST [Stopping her]: 

For the palace of God seven storeys 

Trees abloom around the seven as eyes 
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Arrived from there are these blood-fruits 
They satiate hunger and quench thirst 
And make your lovely body bloom forth. 
Eat, eat! 
[She eats.] 
Look! 
[The Devil picks up a pot.) 
MARIAMMA: What’s it, Father? 
NEW PRIEST: Look. 
MARIAMMA: What's it, Father? 
[He gives her tea.] 
MARIAMMA: What’s this? 
NEW PRIEST: Tastes good? 
MARIAMMA: Very. 
NEW PRIEST: Ah! If women drink tea — 
Tresses grow 
Eyes bloom 
Cheeks glow 
In the heart a rustling 
Frou-frou 
A rustling’s heard. 
Hear it, daughter? 
MARIAMMA: Yes! Rustling ... . frou-frou. . . 
NEW PRIEST: Ah! Rustling . . . frou-frou.. . 
MARIAMMA: Father! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
MARIAMMA: You like my hair? 
NEW PRIEST: Don’t put such questions to the divine Father, child! 
MARIAMMA.: Ob! I just blurted out. 
NEW PRIEST: Don’t worry. It’s enough that you repent later. 
MARIAMMA: Father! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? ; 
MARIAMMA: Father, when I stand beside you, I feel like... something 
NEW PRIEST: Something? 
MARIAMMA: Something. . . 
NEW PI : Wor ‘ou are a tree full-blown. 
iaeaa atari [Laughing] Trees are rough. I’m not. See, touch me and 
NEWPRIEST [Stepping aside]: 
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There’s a tree called rubber tree 
From which flows the rubber sap 
Rubber milk flowing like manna 
And when the milk flows out 
How pleasurable it’s for the tree! 
MARIAMMA: Father! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
MARIAMMA: When will my mate come? 
NEW PRIEST: The one you’ re waiting for will not remember you. 
MARIAMMA [Trying to touch him): Tell me, Father. When will he come? I can’t wait a bit 
longer. i 
NEW PRIEST [Evading her advances}: You want to see him? 
MARIAMMA: Yes. 
NEW PRIEST: And on seeing him? 
MARIAMMA: On seeing him... 
NEW PRIEST: Seeing him...? 
MARIAMMA: He will embrace me... 
NEW PRIEST“: And then? 
MARIAMMA: Will hold me tight, tight, tight... 
NEW PRIEST: And then? 
MARIAMMA: Oh! Go away—you! 
NEW PRIEST: Oh! Do you see your beloved in the precious blue stone in my eye? 
MARIAMMA: Where? O where? 
NEW PRIEST: Here. 
{Mariamma looks into the Devil's eyes.) 
MARIAMMA: Yes, yes! 
NEW PRIEST: And what does he do? 
MARIAMMA: He’s lying... 
NEW PRIEST: Lying? 
MARIAMMA: It’s a lie! 
NEW PRIEST: What did you see? 
MARIAMMA: A woman... who’s she? 
NEW PRIEST: A woman... 
MARIAMMA: Who’s she? 
NEW PRIEST: The other woman . .. what does she do? 
MARIAMMA: 1... I'can’t! Father, hold me! 
NEW PRIEST: Look. . . look! 
MARIAMMA: The eye that looks will break. Bastard! Father, I...1... 
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NEW PRIEST: Nobody else waits for you 
So you shall wait for 
Nobody else. In the woods 
Seasons change. Time flies past 
Mariamma, what's happened to you? 
MARIAMMA: The flower-hill bursts. 
The kavadi is in a frenzy. 
At the ferry below, a tusker 
Keeps trumpeting. 
At the ferry above, lovely birds 
Keep whistling, whistling. 
NEW PRIEST: And then? 
MARIAMMA: The tiger growls 
The leopard leaps 
The land slides, bursts and flows . . . 
Tcan’t — 
[She falls.] 
Father! 
NEW PRIEST: H’m? 
MARIAMMA.: Father, what'll I do now? 
NEW PRIEST: You’! sell tea-dust, child. 
MARIAMMA: Dust for tea? 
NEW PRIEST: Dust for tea 
Leaf for dust 
Stalk for leaf 
Tree for stalk 
Soil for tree 
Woman for soil 
Man for woman. .. 
MARIAMMA: Go, you — 
NEW PRIEST: Beyond this tickly mountain lies 
The vast empire of White Sahibs. 
Haven’t you seen our Tea-Sahib? 
MARIAMMA: Ah! He waves to me as he motors by. 
NEW PRIEST: Let him wave, child. 
Aren’t hands for waving? 
[Mariamma smiles.] 
From the estates of these Sahibs 
You should pluck tea leaves 
Pound and powder them 
Pour milk 
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Add sugar 

And then 

Drink it mom and eve 

And sell what remains. 
MARIAMMaA: I know how to drink. 

But I know not how to sell — 

NEW PRIEST: I'll teach you. 

Smart girls should know 

How to sell, shouldn’t they? 
MARIAMMA: Ugh! Are you speaking with a double meaning? 
NEW PRIEST: Listen. That Tea-Sahib will give you [gesturing] so much tea leaves. You 
should pound and powder and stir it to make tea and serve it to Chathan, Koran, Cheeran, 
Koman and all. Four kashus for one pot of tea. One chakram for four pots. If you go to the 
Tea-Sahib with the money you make out of four pots— 
MARIAMMA: Me? To the Tea-Sahib? Ugh! He has a queer smile on his mug. 
NEW PRIEST: Let him smile, child, let him smile. What else is a mug for? Then — the Tea- 
Sahib will tell you he needs only four kashus for that much tea. So when you pay four kashus 
to the Sahib and come back, how much money will you have? 
MARIAMMA: How much? 
NEW PRIEST: A mukkal. You’l! bury it under the hearth. Then you keep burying mukkals and 
the vessel under the hearth will grow and grow. And then, when you break the vessel, the 
mukkals will have grown like a mountain. You pay it and buy a mountain. 
MARIAMMA: Can 1? 
NEW PRIEST: Buying a mountain, felling and selling all the trees, planting tea, like the Tea- 
Sahib, getting into a car, winking and waving .. . 
MARIAMMA: What was the name of that tree with milk? 
NEW PRIEST: Smart girl! You haven’t forgotten it, eh? Rubber tree. 
MARIAMMA: Ah! Can we plant that milk tree too? 
NEW PRIEST: Why not? And from the milk tree all the milk will flow out like a milky stream. 
And you can bathe in it. Then you’ II become a rubber girl. A stretchable, elastic rubber gid. 
(Mariamma is lost in this counsel. A knock at the door.] 
VARKEY (Off: Father, Father! 
NEW PRIEST: Varkey, my son, is it you—in the middle of the night? 
VARKEY: Yes, Father. Open the door. 
NEW PRIEST: Wherefore, my son? 
VARKEY: I want to pray now. 

[The New Priest opens the door. Varkey comes in, kisses the priest’s hand and 
prays. Mariamma laughs at him.| 

VARKEY: Mariamma, this isn’t right. 
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NEW PRIEST: What, my son? 
VARKEY: In the middle of the night, at an odd hour, when I hada call of sin Iran to the church 
to pray. Then I had the feeling, Father, that you'd be here. Mariamma, this isn’t right. 
[Mariamma laughs.] Mariamma, don’t give me that creepy laugh. I'll get the call of sin again. 
[Mariamma laughs again] 
NEW PRIEST [To Varkey]: How beautiful her smile! 
VARKEY: But sin-stained! 
NEW PRIEST: Yet in your throat a flutter! 
[Mariamma laughs on. Varkey keeps looking at her.} 
NEW PRIEST: Varkey, my son, you tell her how tea leaves are pounded and powdered—and 
then come to the church. We shall pray and repent. 
[Exit New Priest.] 
MARIAMMA: Varkeychayan knows how to pound and powder tea leaves? 
VARKEY: Sure. That was my job on the eastern hills, you know. I came back because of 
malaria. But there the Sahib has an engine pestle. 
MARIAMMA: What's that engine pestle? 
VARKEY: You won’t understand. For us a country pestle will do. But, Mariamma, you shouldn't 
do bad deeds, 
MARIAMMA: Varkeychayan’s seen the milk of rubber trees? 
VARKEY: Oh, I’ve seen so much milk! But, Mariamma, you shouldn't do bad deeds. 
MARIAMMA: Nobody’s doing bad deeds? Then why’s there a church and priests? 
VARKEY: Mariamma! 
MARIAMMA: H’m? 
[Pause] 
VARKEY: I get a call of sin. 
MARIAMMA: Me too . . . Let’s talk about pounding and powdering tea leaves. Or 
tubber . .. 
{Light fades. As it brightens again, the Tea-Dance.] 
Drink your tea drink your tea 
Drink your tea my countrymen 
Bring, bring a cup of tea. 
[Enter the White Sahib] 


SAHIB: Indian tea made by Indian hands — excellent. 
[Varkey and Mariamma dance. Light fades.) 
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ACT THREE 


(The New Priest stands alone. Enter the Angel.] 
ANGEL: You wicked soul! Destroyer of faith! 
NEW PRIEST: Don’t utter silly words, you Angel. How can I be a sinner? All I do is strew 
flowers in their path. 
ANGEL: You fill deadly poison in their minds. 
NEW PRIEST: What else do I exist for? 
ANGEL: God's thunderbolt will indeed fall upon you. 
NEW PRIEST: But why, if man His creation needs me? 
{Exit the Angel. The New Priest is again alone for a while. Enter the 
puppeteer.) 
PUPPETEER: Want to see the puppet show? 
Want to see the peep show? 
Sparring show 
Passing show 
Plunder show—want to see? 
{Enter the Three Men} 
THREE MEN: Let's sec it. Let’s see it. 
PUPPETEER: Hello, good evening. 
{The Redhead Puppet rises.) 
REDHEAD: Hello. How are you? 
PUPPETEER: Fine. 
THREE MEN: Fine. 
PUPPETEER: Where have you been all this while? 
REDHEAD: Oxford University. 
PUPPETEER: What was your job there? 
REDHEAD: Waterman. 
PUPPETEER: Ob-o! 
REDHEAD: Ob-o! What oh-0? 
PUPPETEER: What do you do now? 
REDHEAD: Now I'man ADC. 
PUPPETEER: Whose ADC? 
REDHEAD: I silently serve ministers, contractors and other leaders. 
NEW PRIEST: How did this creature appear on earth? 
PUPPETEER: I'll tell you, 
A long, long time ago, beyond Kozhikode, 
The time when Komanunni of great fame 
indulged in battle, 


Friday sn 


The time when, as Komanunni the Chieftain 
stood watching, watching, 
The Dutch and the British and the Portuguese 
Came a-sailing, a-sailing, a-sailing, 
The Dutch and the British and the Portuguese 
came a-sailing in. 
[Komanunni gives a hand-mirror to his mistress. She touches herself up.] 
KOMANUNNI: O my lotus-eyed, 
How’s your lovely face? 
MISTRESS: As I look into this gimcrack 
My loveliness increases. 
KOMANUNNI: Oh! Yesterday I went to those Feringhee fellows. 
MISTRESS: And then? 
KOMANUNNI: Commodities aplenty aplenty 
Coins, coins aplenty. 
MISTRESS: And then? And then? 
KOMANUNNI: Blue silk for you to wear, and 
Ear-rings of nine precious stones. 
MISTRESS: Where? : 
KOMANUNNI: And a velvet bodice 
To fasten your full breasts— 
MISTRESS: H’mm? 
KOMANUNNI: They placed these at my feet 
And said— 
We, your humble servants, want to build 
A house for doing business. 
[Enter Andippilla.} 
ANDIPPILLA: Hello! Good evening! 
REDHEAD: Hello! 
PUPPETEER: Hello! How are you? 
REDHEAD: Hello! Fine. 
PUPPETEER: Where are you off to? 
REDHEAD: Mr Andippilla and { are going out hunting. Understand? 
PUPPETEER: Understand? 
THREE MEN: Understand! 
[Andippilla and Redhe 
And Tevan and Tevi enter 
ANDIPPILLA [Singing]: ; 
Reaplow,O womanmine 
Reap to a rhythm, O woman mine .. - 


ad hug each other. They create a certain rhythm. 
working to that rhythm.] 
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PUPPETEER: Tana re... oye 
Ripe is the swaying corn ta na re 
Ripe the four cubits of corn ta na re 
Field day gala day ta na re 
Field girls’ fiesta ta na re... 
NEW PRIEST: History has overtaken me. My will prevails without my willing it. O Angels, 
don't you see this? 
[Redhead whispers something in Tevan’s ear. Tevan refuses. Redhead then moves on to 
Andippilla and whispers in his ear.) 
ANDIPPILLA [To Tevan): Go fetch some cowdung. 
TEVAN: Oh! .. . [To Tevi] Come, Tevi. 
REDHEAD: Let her stay here and reap 
ANDIPPILLA: Ah! Let her reap and thrash and pluck the weeds 
And make hay while the sun shines! 
Reap low, O woman mine 
Reap to arhythm, O woman mine. 
{Exit Tevan) 
MISTRESS: Isn’t it something you had agreed to? 
KOMANUNNI: Yes. But my younger brother didn’t just oppose it, he went ahead and sold 
off even the pillars of our shop. 
MISTRESS: That's because Kalyani is jealous of me. Envy—envy. 
KOMANUNNI: But the Feringhees have cannons with more fire-power than the cannons in 
Kalyani’s eyes. 
MISTRESS: So you know the fire-power of the cannons in Kalyani’s eyes too! 
KOMANUNNI: Why not? After you, Kalyani is the best pleasure-girl around, isn’t she? 
MISTRESS: Enough, enough. I'ma poor soul. 
KOMANUNNI: Hey, are you cross? All my earnings are for you, aren’t they? Look, the 
velvet bodice. 
TEVAN [Of]: Me lord... 
[Enter the Bird] 
BIRD: The birds around the church 
At your arrival 
Have gone a-flying 
None comes home to roost here. 
[The New Priest spits. Exit the Bird.| 
TEVAN [Off]: Tevi...oye...! 
MISTRESS: You give it to that Kalyani. She’s jealous — that’s why. 
KOMANUNNI: I'll give it to him, ha! The family’ Il lick dirt because he refused to take my 
order. If there’s one European with gunpowder with a hundred of us Nairs — 
MISTRESS: Then do it quick. Or the Feringhees will dance to your brother’s tune, Who do 
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you think Kalyani is? 
KOMANUNNI. It won't work. Me... I’mno fool... I've told "em if they can make my brother 
let the family go bust, Il] gift ’em with a whole shop and a pot of pearls. 
VOICE [Of]: What will you say when you are asked where your brother is? 
[The Redhead Puppet tries to molest Tevi. Tevi falls at the New Priest's feet.] 
NEW PRIEST: Get up, daughter. 
[Tevi rises.] 
NEW PRIEST: What do you want? Wherefore the tears at the comer of your eye? 
TEVAN [Off]: Tevi...! 
TEVL Me lord the two of them 
Came to do me bad. 
NEW PRIEST: And did you let them? 
TEVI: You know, Father, I do no bad things. 
TEVAN [Of]: Me lord... ! 
[Tevi looks around frightened.] 
NEW PRIEST: There’s a bedroom inside 
Inside this altar 
There’s a black bedroom 
With a bed of bird-feathers 
There’s a bedroom inside 
Behind this cross and the saint 
And the Holy Scriptures 
There’s a bedroom inside 
And there a switch-lamp too 
The moment you lie down 
Your eyes close 
And with eyes closed 
You can see Paradise 
There’s a bedroom inside. 
TEVAN [Off]: Tevi...oye... 
TEVL Oh someone’s coming 
Someone, someone’s coming . - - 
Uprooting the trees 
Blooming on hills 
The demon’s coming . .. 
A host of eyes 
Staring at me 
A host of fiery 
Arms reaching out 
Oh someone’s coming 
Someone, someone’s coming. . - 
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[The New Priest opens the door.| 


NEW PRIEST: Come... come in. 
[Tevi enters the chamber.) 
TEVAN (Off: Tevi...me lord! 
KOMANUNNI: Honeybees — your long eyes bright as lotus 
Gingelly flowers — your lips like cherries 
Your little brow surpasses moonlight, your teeth 
Jasmine buds, your breasts twin hillocks of delight. 
[The Mistress gazes into a magnifying glass. A voice is heard crying out a 
public proclamation.) 
PROCLAMATION: Slaves below the age of eight shall not be accepted. If, however, at the 
time of purchase, the female slaves have infant slaves with them, the fatter too shall be 
accepted. But no payment shall be made for the same. The auction begins. 
MISTRESS: A Feringhee with a big purse is looking this way. 
KOMANUNNI: Just say a purse is looking this way. Then it’s poetry. Metaphor! Or, is it 
metonymy? 
MISTRESS: Alas, my humble self knows no poetry! Look, he’s again looking this way. 
KOMANUNNI: Your twin brows verily the love god’s bow 
Your weighty buttocks the love game’s abode 
Ah! What rapture fills the flowery robes 
That witness the shades of your lusty thighs! 
MISTRESS: Oh my! Ha ha ha! 
Showing the purse, he — 
Showing . .. the mirror 
Showing . . . the robes 
Shame! What shall I 
Show in return? 
[The Bird appears near the New Priest] 
BIRD: It's you, it’s you! 
The beast that wrecks 
Love on this flower-hill 
{Aims to attack the New Priest) 
Leave Mariamma alone — you! 
Leave her sweetness alone — you! 
NEW PRIEST: Who? Oh! That tea-seller Mariamma? 
Jealous of her earning a little cash, are you? 
Beneath Mariamma’s hearth 
There’s a pot — do you know? 
And Mariamma’s pot’s full 
Of British money— Do you know? 
{Enter the Puppeteer] 
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PUPPETEER [To the Bird]: Who the hell are you? Jatayu who blocked Ravana’s aircraft? 
This fellow’s sword is invisible and sharp as a hundred sabres that Siva offered Ravana. 
What he cuts is not the wing but the neck. 
BIRD: This bird’s just a bird 
Awee little ripple 
In this endless universe 
This bird’s just a bird 
Yet on my lips is 
A spike of corn 
A spike of paddy corn 
A spike of corn that ripened 
As the earth and the sky 
Awoke and embraced. 
This bird’s just a bird 
A mere grain of dust 
In the blue expanse 
Of the night-sea 
Yet in my throat is 
A song 
A song that from under the earth 
Rises to embrace the sea. 
MISTRESS: I'll stand shy on the threshold 
Let him come to the door 
And coquet and coo .. - 
Do Feringhees know how to coquet and coo? 
Feringhee coquetry 
Feringhee cocketry — hi hi hee! 
KOMANUNNI: How pretty the red cherry blossom lips — 
And the breasts readying for the love game! 
TEVAN [Off]: Tevi...oye...! 
MISTRESS: Oh my! Look — 
Showing the eye, he 
Showing the pearl 
Showing the necklace — comes this way... 
Shame! What shall I show in return? 
PUPPETEER: Thus met the twain 
Two continents 
Two cultures 
Met the twain thus. 
[The New Priest roars in laughter.] 


PUPPETEER: Thus was born this Redhead 
Thus was born this Blue-eyed One. 
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[Picks up the Redhead puppet and leaves.} 


TEVAN [Off]: Me lord...! 
NEW PRIEST: Birdie, what do you want? 
I'll give you anything you want 
A grain of paddy? 
Pomegranate fruit? A bunch of grapes? 
Bird-beaked mango flushing red? 
Cashew-apple? 
I'll give you fruits sweeter then dreams 
And grains that yield better than compassion. 
Llike you 
You may come to roost 
On my hat or shoulders. 
BIRD: Enough for me the pure joy 
Inside the hollows 
Of grandfather trees. 
1 want nothing, Father, 
But let me ask you: 
Mariamma had a nest 
Made of the fibres of sweet fancy 
Why did you destroy 
That little haven of dreams? 
NEW PRIEST: Why for Mariamma dreams, Bird? 
Go — go— go— go! 
[Inside the room Tevi cries.] 
Why for Mariamma dreams, Bird? 
If she sells tea-dust, that’s that. 
If she sells rice, that’s that. 
If she sells arrack to truck-drivers 
And to the truck-drivers of truck-drivers, 
that’s that. 
If she gives pleasure 
Attimes 
To decent folks, that’s that. 
And for that matter she confesses too. 
On returning, how heavy her lap! 
Oh, the weight of British rupees! 
Mariamma needs no rice? 
Mariamma needs no clothes? 
Mariamma needs no tea-dust? 
These days we folks here 
Can’t even get up properly 
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Unless we get tea-dust-water, 
So Mariamma has to awaken 
Such folks, hasn’t she? 
Mariamma needs clothes 
Mariamma needs a house 
Mariamma needs—doesn’t she?— 
A house with a fan and a fireplace 
And a lavatory. 
All that is there now, 
Isn’t it so? 
Then why for Mariamma dreams, Bird? 
Go— go— go! 
[Tevi cries. The New Priest drives away the Bird. Enter Varkey.] 
NEW PRIEST: Why at this untimely hour, Varkey? 
VARKEY: Why bother about the time to come to church, Father? I'm free awhile. So I thought 
Id pray a bit. 
NEW PRIEST: Then kneel down and pray. Confess everything to the Son of God. 
[Varkey kneels. And weeps. Enter the Puppeteer. He takes out the Varkey- 
Doll and talks to him.] 
PUPPETEER: Varkey, you're crying, man? 
All day long making money 
Making a home and making a garden 
Making a bird of a woman 
Making European liquor to drink — 
Still, 
Varkey, you’ re crying, man? 
Varkey-Doll, 
Tell the folks why 
You're crying, man. 
NEW PRIEST [Looking at Varkey the man who is crying and praying): 
O King of Heaven 
Do you see this? 
Man’s unending prick of conscience 
Giving him nothing but sorrow. 
Did this fellow desire Mariamma’s love? 
Even I don’t understand 
What's on his mind. 
PUPPETEER: Varkey-Doll... 
[Varkey the man is shocked.] 
VARKEY: Yes? 
PUPPETEER: The Tea-Sahib came to your house today, didn’t he? 
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VARKEY: Yes. 
PUPPETEER: And what did Mariamma do when the Tea-Sahib came? 
[Enter Mariamma] 
MARIAMMA: Honey! 
[Enter the Tea-Sahib]| 
TEA-SAHIB: Sweetie! 
{Mariamma teaches the tea-Sahib how to dance. In the middle of it, the Tea- 
Sahib hands over a document to Varkey. Varkey reads it.] 
PUPPETEER [To the audience): It was a document bequeathing to Mariamma all properties 
owned by the Tea-Sahib. 
NEW PRIEST [Beaming]: I didn’t expect so much, my Mariamma. I didn’t know you were so 
brainy. 
[Mariamma and Tea-Sahib continue dancing.] 
PUPPETEER: Want to see the Puppet Show? 
Want to see the Sin Show? 
Come O you from distant lands 
Come, want to see a new show 
Want to see the Puppet Show? 
[Varkey tries to give a cup of tea to the Tea-Sahib. Mariamma gets it from him 
and gives it to the Tea-Sahib who drinks it. Mariamma dances round the 
Tea-Sahib.] 
TEA-SAHIB: Excellent tea! 
VARKEY: The tea was poisoned! 


PUPPETEER [To the audience}: Not for a quick death. Getting weakened slowly, getting bed- 
ridden, with oozing sores all over the body, lying, lying down with no strength even to drink 
a drop of water, and dying—a poison for that. 
NEW ES She’s going beyond all my expectations. Then what about my position in the 
parish? 
(The Tea-Sahib is exhausted. He lies down and Mariamma massages his feet.] 
MARIAMMA: What’s happened to my Sahib baby? 
What’s happened? 

TEA-SAHIB: Tired. Tired. It’s gone now. 

Ah! Your motherly touch. 

Feathery touch. Ah! 
NEW PRIEST: Hey, Varkey, isn’t this good for you too? Why, then, do you come to the 
church with your prick of conscience? Isn't she alone there? O Angels! It seems there is 
something in this fellow which makes it impossible for him to commit a sin and wash his 
hands of it. Am I being defeated here? Hey, Varkey, does your conscience prick you, man? 
VARKEY: I don’t know if it’s conscience, Father. But there’s something definitely doing the 
pricking in me, Yes, thinking tomorrow she’lI give this poison to me... 
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NEW PRIEST: What? You — you're again beating me to the post . . . 

{Light fades. The New Priest stands alone. Enter the Three Men.} 
NEW PRIEST: Who are you? I don’t recognize you. 
THREE MEN: Our land is blessed with natural beauty. It is for the human beings that the 
world exists. Food for all, housing for all, peace for all—this is what is necessary. But what is 
happening today? Does the common man get justice here? The parish is in the grip of a ruling 
class that meets demands for civil rights with bullets. We object to this. As far as I am 
concerned — 
[Enter the Puppeteer who talks to the puppet identified as the Devil.} 
PUPPETEER: What did you do, O Puppet-Devil, on hearing all this? 
NEW PRIEST: Told them how the three of them could take over and occupy the three 
mountain ranges. 
PUPPETEER: Oh! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes. 
PUPPETEER: And you went to Trivandrum and made arrangements for them to obtain timber 
trading. licenses. 
NEW PRIEST: And then — 
PUPPETEER: They said you should help them to get a contract — 
NEW PRIEST: And I got them a contract for filling the sea with stones. 
PUPPETEER: Oh! 
NEW PRIEST: Yes. [To the Three} Opposition comes from discontent. God created you not to 
oppose, but to accept . . . 
THREE MEN: Father, we want to pray. 
NEW PRIEST: Sure. Why not? Let's pray. 
THREE MEN: Why — do you forget the time for prayer, Father? : 
NEW PRIEST: Why do you ask such a question, eh? My forgetting prayer? Don't I always 
pray for you? I thought I'd, as your shepherd, Jet you go to work and pray for you. Our Lord 
the God will not be dissatisfied with it. You work for His sake, don’t you? 
neta the name of God, the number of prayer days has been reduced from four totwo. 
So that you may spend that much time in labouring for the sake of God. But, if you are 


forth and engage yourselves in leisure-time amusements 
exhausted from hard labour, go gage si sence eman 


i inki d mating. O women, go forth 

Pn a a ate As truth is unknown, be always matters for your 
sake, here I go for a solitary meditation. Therefore you may g0 back to your homes. 
[Exit the Three. Enter an Angel.] 
ANGEL [Singing]: Which is truth? 

Which is nature? 

Darkness or light? 
NEW PRIEST: Perhaps I don’t know 
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But 

I make them what they are. 

Like you I too 

Do not expect anything from them. 

Your desire for love and power is limitless. 

Then why do you blame me? 
ANGEL: But, why do you get upset? Why afraid? Why shocked and scared? 
NEW PRIEST: Sometimes | feel I’m outside nature. But, no. This universe where a cell cats up 
another cell exists as a host of warring squares. 
ANGEL: Why, then, do birds sing with compassion? The sun has the hands of a saviour. It 
is dreams that awake in trees. Why? Why all this? 
NEW PRIEST: Yes, but who notices such things? Man runs toward the armouries. Don’t you 
see the cities buming and the dark mists of war moving toward the horizon? 
{Exit the Angel] 
ANDIPPILLA [Of]: Church is one thing 

Schoo} is another... 
[Enter Andippilla and Redhead. Both carry candlesticks.] 
ANDIPPILLA and REDHEAD: Father. . . 
Church is one thing 
School is another... 

NEW PRIEST: Hahaha... Andippilla, long time no see, man! 
ANDIPPILLA: Father, let me tell you something. Everybody has his own position and status. 
So don’t call me ‘man’ or ‘fellow’! 
NEW PRIEST: Oh! 
ANDIPPILLA: Andippilla is now 

Neither Andi nor Pillai 

But A. P. the Master — 

Didn’t you see it written on buses? 

Didn’t you see 

The A.P. ads in newspapers? 
[To Redhead] But then, priests don’t read newspapers, do they? [Laughs] The Minister 
calls me Contractor Pillai. Politicians, A.P. saar. For m y own folks, I’m A.P.G. Now, Father, 
you're responsible for this my position, And so I have a present for you. 
NEW PRIEST: What’s it? 
ANDIPPILLA: A little amount — 

[Redhead is uneasy. Andippilla notices it.] 
From beyond this place if you go by jeep there’s a pretty mountain. We plant our rubber trees 
there — we brew our liquor there — we print our fake currency notes there. Gave wine, 
women and money to the frontliners. Gave sandalwood and elephant tusks to those behind 
the scene. And a lakh each is kept ready for the police and priests. If that isn’t enough, tell — 
NEW PRIEST: I need no gift except your soul. 
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I need nothing, O Son of Earth! 
Everything’s your illusion! 
I need no present from you. 
If you live happily, that’s my reward! 
ANDIPPILLA: Aha! You don’t want money? {Laughs.] Well! You may need it some time. 
Then you can ask me. God’s given me so much. Don’t say I'm not grateful. Whether you take 
the money or not, please pray for me! 
Ihave no time 
Nor am I sober 
When I have the time — 
REDHEAD: Nor sober — 
[Redhead is now noticeably uneasy.] 
NEW PRIEST: Leave it to me, Andi Master Pillai Contractor saar — leave your sins to me — 
but [looking at Redhead} why’s this fellow quaking? [Redhead is now terribly upset.) 
ANDIPPILLA: Oh, I forgot. What happened was — when I see you, Father, 1 remember 
certain things — ah! — what happened was — those fellows from Kozhencherry needed a 
hundred truck-loads of sandalwood. Joint business with the Minister, you know. They came 
by the police jeep and called us—Redhead and me. I don’t know anything — do I? — about 
sandalwood or priests or . . . As I sent the tribals to the forest and bought liquor for their 


women and lay down with them — 
NEW PRIEST: Yes? 
ANDIPPILLA: She who lay down with Redhead 

Broke free and ran away. 

[Redhead snarls} 

From the jeep I saw her 

Coming somewhere this way — 

But couldn't be seen out here. 

Ah — let’s go. 
REDHEAD: I'll get her tomorrow. [Snarls] 
ANDIPPILLA: I’m not very particular, you know. But this fellow’s quite stubborn. He ‘serazy 
when it comes to labourers! By the way, don’t feel anything because I'm not praying. I’ve no 
time, nor am I sober when I’ve the time. 
[Prepares to go] 
REDHEAD: But] must find her. 

[He snarls. Andippilla tries to pacify him.] 

NEWPRIEST: Andi Master Pillai Contractor sar... ! 

[Andippilla turns and looks at him.] 
NEW PRIEST: Come, look in here. 
ANDIPPILLA and REDHEAD: Eh? 
NEW PRIEST: There's a bedroom inside 

With a bed of bird feathers 
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There’s a bedroom inside 

Inside this altar 

There’s a black bedroom 

And there a switch-lamp too 

The moment you lie down 

Your eyes close 

And with your eyes closed 

You can see Paradise 

There’s a bedroom inside. 

{Andippilla and Redhead go in. The New Priest locks the door from without. 
All this while Tevan’s eyes follow the New Priest. Now the lights are on 
Tevan and the New Priest.] 


VOICE: This your sister’s son, the eighth-born, 


Him with more than human prowess, 

Kill you he will, that is sure, and 

Nothing can you do about it. 

[Tevan's eye moves toward the Cross. Exit Tevan behind the curtain.] 


NEW PRIEST: Who? A mere baby? Finish me off? 
VOICE: There’s evidence for it in the Holy Book. 


NEW PRIEST: What if I strangle to death every newbom male child? J shall be anointed with 
the blood of babies. Henceforth no male child shall continue to live in this parish. I shall wait 
at the bed of every childbirth. Let those who are born move on to the peace and consolation 


of deathbeds. 


[Exit the New Priest. The bell tolls, Enter Tevi, crushed. She lights candles and removes the 
curtain before the Cross. Tevan, crucified, is revealed. Tevi weeps. The church bells are 
heard from afar. Light fades.] 
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ACT FOUR 


[Enter Varkey with a pot. The Puppeteer stops him.] 
PUPPETEER: Varkey-Doll! 
VARKEY [Shocked]: Oh! 
PUPPETEER: Where are you going? 
VARKEY: I’m off. 
PUPPETEER: Where? 
VARKEY: Go somewhere and live alone. Dammit, but a man’s got to live! 
PUPPETEER: What's in your hands, man? 
VARKEY: Mariamma’s pot. Full of gold sovereigns. [Picks up the sovereigns and shows 
him.] It’s for this everybody's so desperate — 
[Laughs. Enter the New Priest with a baby.] 
VARKEY: Father! 
NEW PRIEST [Shocked}: Eh? [Hides the baby from Varkey.] Where are you going? 
VARKEY: Isn’t it a wide, wide world, Father, that God’s created? I’m off, Father — some 
place . . . enough of looking after that Tea-Sahib! 
NEW PRIEST: Well then, you can go. Go live somewhere. What's in that pot? 
VARKEY: Sovereigns. I want to hide this pot somewhere. I'l take it back after finding a 
proper place to live. 
NEW PRIEST: There’s a cellar inside 
Inside this altar 
There’s a black cellar 
You can keep the pot there. 
VARKEY: Won’t anyone go in there? No? Well, and Father has no need of this, eh? 
[Varkey goes in. Now the New Priest addresses the baby.] 
NEW PRIEST: The figure of the human baby. 
Is it you who will rise and grow 
And finish me off? 
No, my hands won't tremble. 
Why do these hands tremble? 
Yesterday when I hit 
A baby’s head against a stone, 
Till the moment of the blow 
It kept smiling at me. 
I see mothers wailing like mad 
When they miss their babies on the bed. 
Oh! Am I getting crushed, like human beings, 
Caught between cruelty and compassion? 
Did they say I would thus cease to be? 
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No! Let no streams of mercy 
Flow into me from the human beings. 
Let no child raise its hands to me 
Before the last breath flies off. 
O blue-black clouds of hell, 
May you protect my mind like a serpent! 
[Kills the baby. Tevan’s ghost rises from the Cross. He speaks in a magical, 
incantatory tone.} 
TEVAN: Hey... ye...! 
NEW PRIEST: You were hiding in this child’s body? 
TEVAN: In all children... hey...ye...! 
NEW PRIEST: Hey ... ye .. . [Tries to drive Tevan away] 


TEVAN: You think everything will be over thus. 


Hey...ye...! 
But the dead are not destroyed. 
Hey... ye...! 


NEW PRIEST: Hey ... ye. ..! 
TEVAN: They — like a memory and a hope 
Like God... hey... ye... 
Following you... hey...ye... 
Watching you...hey...ye.... 
[This is chanted like a song of awakening. Enter the Puppeteer.] 
PUPPETEER [Singing]: Come, come, Chellan... 
[Enter Chellan. The rope with which he is bound is held at one end by a man 
and at the other end by a woman who stand on either side. Chellan speaks in 
the manner of a shaman, quaking and frenzied.] 
PUPPETEER: This is Chellan. 
What is your fate? 
Who built these chains for you? 
Come come Chellan. .. 
CHELLAN: I, Chellan. 
Bom among the slaves 
One that’s known the day 
Roaming the mountain for bamboo reeds 
And one that’s known the night 
Lying on the rocks beside the bamboo grove. 
PUPPETEER: Come come Chellan 
Come come Chellan 
Who beat you with tamarind twigs? 
CHELLAN: My friends and neighbours — my folks. 
PUPPETEER: But why? 
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CHELLAN: I loved a chieftain’s daughter 
Living beyond the third hill 
They saw her sitting beside me 
And they beat her beat her off 
They drove her off spat her off 
And sprinkled purging waters 
I sat her on my shoulder and walked over the rocks 
I sat her on my head and swam across the rivers. 
PUPPETEER: And then? 
CHELLAN: When the chieftains cracked 
Their whips and beat me 
The girl as tender as tender bamboo 
The girl got scared. 
PUPPETEER: Then? 
CHELLAN: When the elders told me 
Tec lay her at our lord’s door 
Even before I knew her 
I said no and fled with my girl... 
PUPPETEER: Where? 
CHELLAN: He who made sacrifices 
Fora kingdom like the Kingdom of God 
He who spread his hand and told 
The forest-dwellers to rise together 
He who had his limbs slashed 
He who had his eyes pierced — 
PUPPETEER: So you went to the higher-up, eh? 
[Chellan is scared.] Why are you afraid to say so? 
CHELLAN: Afraid... afraid... 
My folks betrayed me! 
Together they called me back 
Said I could live with my girl 
In our own land. 
But when I went there 
I saw the land 
Occupied by the Christians. 
And when I asked them to give 
My land and my house back 
They frightened me 
Frightened my mother and father 
Here on my left is my father 
Here on my right is my mother 
And they are now taking me 
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To the slave-house . . . 
PUPPETEER: Don’t you have friends to help you, man? 
CHELLAN: All my friends are dead and gone 

Those not dead have fled and gone 

Those not fled have all changed. 
PUPPETEER: And where’s she? 
CHELLAN: Scared to death, my girl 

Took shelter in the gate-house 

Now let her swim, swim in the river 

Now let her bloom as a flower in the woods. 

[Enter Andippilla) 

ANDIPPILLA: I heard him crying, scared to death... 

CHELLAN: Oh my mother, you too. . . [Hugs her feet] 

ANDIPPILLA: I hate hearing people cry. So I called him — [looking at Chellan] Chellan ...! 
{Chellan, rising, moves toward him. Tevan comes forward to have a look 
and then bows his head.] 

ANDIPPILLA [Jo Chellan]: Do you want to be sold at the slave-house or do you want to 

work on my Land? 

CHELLAN: Work... all Ineed is work... 

[Tevan’s ghost shuts his eyes. 

ANDIPPILLA: And today, look, Chellan is doing excellent work. 

TRAVELLERS: What work? What work? What work? 

ANDIPPILLA: The tank containing the arrack that’s meant to be bottled, you kniow— 

TRAVELLERS: Yes? 

ANDIPPILLA: Sprinkling poison in it is this fellow’s job. 

[The New Priest bursts out laughing. Enter the People. The New Priest sings 
a prayer-song. The People sing along with him.] 

ONE: Father! When I pray I feel nauseous. [The People agree with him.] feel good when I 

don’t pray. 

NEW PRIEST: It means labour has become the best kind of prayer in your life. Therefore, 

there shall henceforth be no prayer in this church. [The People rejoice.| However, you may 

come to this church, engage in idle conversation, and witness beautiful sights. 

PEOPLE: Enough, Father, that’s enough. 

Enough for us. Enough. 

NEW PRIEST: As long as I’m here... 

ape You should always be with us, Father. We won’t let you go. Or we will come along 

with you. 

[Enter Mariamma from among the People.] 

MARIAMMA: Father, I had a dream yesterday. 
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NEW PRIEST: Oh! Is she getting her dreams back? 
It isn’t possible, is it? 
What’s the dream, Mariamma? 

MARIAMMA: I'm scrambling up a mountain. I slip and fall, fall down the cliff, into the 

depths. And Father comes flying, flying and holds me... 

NEW PRIEST: Ah... holding, holding — ? 

MARIAMMA: Ob, I’m shy! 

NEW PRIEST: Shy? At this age? 

MARIAMMA.: Fine downy hair all over your body... 

NEW PRIEST: Ah... then? 

MARIAMMA: And a tai)... 

NEW PRIEST: Ah...! 

MARIAMMA: Your tail twining round, round my body . . . 

NEW PRIEST: And then? 

MARIAMMA: And I’m laughing, laughing ... 

[The People talk about their own dreams and laugh.| 

ONE: Father! The Bible that was here—where’s it gone? 

NEW PRIEST: It’s been taken to the Bishop’s house—to be revised. 

ANOTHER: Oh! And the Cross—where’s it? 

NEW PRIEST: Broken. It’s been taken to the carpenter—to be repaired. 

ANOTHER: Well, I just asked, you know. 

[Exit the New Priest. Enter the Bird.] 

BIRD: In the valley of the mountain green 
At the cave-front on the mountain rich 
Babies weep, weep, weep. 

In the deep recesses of holy chants 
In the dark chambers of divine icons 
Babies weep, weep, weep. 

{Enter Tevi] 

TEVE Babies wail. 

[Tevan’s ghost writhes on the cross. Enter the New Priest with a baby.) 

BIRD: Didn’t you strangle babies to death? 
[The Bird pecks at the New Priest. The 
disappears with the Bird's body. Tevan's ghost steps down 

TEVAN: Let us keep our baby in the safety of a dark stable. 

TEVI: He took away all my babies. This is the eighth. 

TEVAN: Come quickly. Let us save him. When he is | 

Mother, let me be born on this earth! If we cross the river, 

TEVI: But how do we cross this river? 


New Priest strangles the Bird to death and 
from the cross.J 


bom, the world will change. He cries: 
we will be safe. 
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TEVAN: Swim! How else? Do you think the river will split itself and give way? 

[They swim, Enter Andippilla and the Enemy from opposite directions.] 
ENEMY: For somebody carrying God’s own timber in somebody else’s truck, why then 
should you be paid? 

ANDIPPILLA: It’s I who went all the way to the Supreme Court and got a judgment—that’s 
why. 
[Enter Mariamma] 
MARIAMMA: Come on, what’s the good of it if the two of you quarrel? Out there in the 
forest, those fellows are organizing themselves against you. 
(Mariamma dances, | 
MARIAMMA: Your quarrel’s over? 
(The quarrel ends. The Puppeteer who has been resting in a corner of the 
stage now comes forward.] 
PUPPETEER: Look there she’s in a rut 
Look there how she burns 
Even my puppets can’t stand the sight! 
[Mariamma continues dancing.] 
MARIAMMA: Your quarrel’s over? 
{Enter the New Priest] 
NEW PRIEST: Daughter, I’m about to get your soul. 
PUPPETEER: How’s that, Father? 
Look there she’s in a rut 
Look there how she burns! 
NEW PRIEST: Look there how the wild 
Cells of her body crumble. 
Look there how she slewly dies! 
MARIAMMA: Your quarrel’s over? 
[She falls] 
NEW PRIEST: My lambs! 
ALL: Yes, Father? 
NEW PRIEST: I am going to tell you something very, very important. 
ANDIPPILLA: No time forit. No time. 
NEW PRIEST: You had it good because you paid heed to my message. Now you may 
continue to do so. I am about to be transferred and shall leave you. 
ALL: No! We won’t let you go, Father. 
Don’t go, don’t go, good Father. 
Don’t go. 
NEW PRIEST: No, but I must go. 
ALL: Then we'll all come with you. 


NEW PRIEST: But why? I’m there in all of you. Shut your eyes and look. Am I not there? 
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ANDIPPILLA: You’re there . .. you're there! 
MARIAMMA [With her eyes closed]: You're there .. . you're there! 
ALL [With their eyes closed}: You’ re there! 
NEW PRIEST: If so, come with me. 
ANDIPPILLA: Where? To the Kingdom of Heaven? 
NEW PRIEST: What if yes? [Laughs] 
[The People rejoice.] 
ANDIPPILLA: Oh, no! I have a case coming up for hearing tomorrow. 
MARIAMMA: 0b, no! I have to attend a party tomorrow. Dammit, shouldn't we enjoy life? 
[She dances and the People rejoice.] 
NEW PRIEST: Yes, shouldn’t we enjoy life? 
(Enter Varkey from among the People.) 
VARKEY: Father, I have nothing to worry about. I'll come with you. But I must take those 
pots with — 
MARIAMMA: Ab, go if you must. 
(Mariamma and Andippilla laugh.| 
NEW PRIEST: Come with me. There’s danger for me, for you and for the church. I'll show you 
those who are stockpiling weapons against us. Today we should finish them off, Shouldn't 
we enjoy life? 
ANDIPPILLA: Oh, that! Father, for that you needn’t come. We'll go. I’ ve always felt some of 
those rascals should be knocked off. 
NEW PRIEST: I’ll just show the way. Won’t do anything, you know. 
ALL: We know. 
[Exit All] 
NEW PRIEST: The omens are bad. 
The proud and the powerful 
Surrender 
To the naked whip’s command. 
Those around dream of me. 
Hitting the black hood of witchcraft 
Tory: 
Which mother bearing a male child 
Hides from me? 
Which male child escapes from me? 


Whoever it is, come tied to this thread! : 
(Lights fall on Tevan and Tevi who are swimming. A plant sprouts amid the 


crack in the bastions. A bird's song enters into nothingness. 
TEVI: Midnight. Rain. 
TEVAN: It’s about to dawn. The rain will stop now. 
NEW PRIEST: To save a wee little life— 
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Is a little life so precious? 
Tut, tut! 
Do I cease to be myself? 
Grains of mercy, hence! 
VOICE: Some ground their teeth when they saw you. 
Some spat at your footprints. 
They are the rebels who believe not. 
(Tevan and Tevi are journeying.| 
TEVAN: There, that empty house. We’ ve reached the valley. Now I'll hover over you like a 
kite. 
TEVI: I can’t. 
TEVAN: There, somewhere a cock crows. 
TEVI: What’s there around me? Oh! What’s this? 
TEVAN: This is the Valley of Bones. The bones of countless babies lie scattered here. Don’t 
be afraid. 
TEVI: I won’t be afraid. My babies... oh! He... he’s being born! I can’t! I’m sweating. Why 
doesn’t even a wind blow here? What—what are you looking at? 
TEVAN: I'm looking at the stars. 
[Enter Three Wise Men. They are also looking for the stars.] 
TEVI: No. Nota single star. How dark it is! 
TEVAN: It’s about to dawn. 
TEVI: Is it? 
TEVAN: Itis. 
[Enter the New Priest who calls Andippilla.] 
NEW PRIEST: Come, come, Andippilla. I’ve been waiting for you awhile. 
[Enter Andippilla. He stands beside the church door.} 
ANDIPPILLA: This is their hideout. All those good-for-nothing rascals should be knocked 
off. 
[Enter Mariamma who moves towards the New Priest. 
MARIAMMA: There! Someone in the empty house in the valley. Kill . . . kill . . . kill! 
{Mariamma dances the death-dance.] 
MARIAMMA: For the sake of the lost soul . . . 
[Dances] 
For the sake of the broken threads . . . 
{[Dances, and falls. Enter Varkey.] 
VARKEY: Father . .. Where’s Father? 
ANDIPPILLA: Father isn’t to be seen. Oh, Let him go! Where are those to be knocked off? 
Call all our people. 
VARKEY: Where’s Father? 
ANDIPPILLA: Let him go, man! I am here, aren’t I? 
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VARKEY: Oh, yes. You’re here. That’s right. In place of Father. 
ANDIPPILLA: Get the guns. 


NEW PRIEST: 


[Andippilla gives a mask to Varkey. Varkey turns Devil. Andippilla turns 
devil. All the others enter wearing the devil’s mask. Tevi moves toward the 
Cross. Now she comes downstage. Tevan battles against the devils. A number 
of crosses are revealed at the back. The New Priest stands observing it all.) 
Here | go, leaving them on the way 

For they are smarter than me. 

If I remain here, I shall be doomed. 

God will send down thunder, 

And man, mercy! 

[Exit New Priest. Enter the Puppeteer. He picks up the Puppet Devil and 
moves on. Light fades.] 
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